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eturn of Undersieeves.

Nime-Tenths of the New Summer Gowns Show Them—
Toques Grow Bigger and Are Mostly Blue.

New York, May 2—"Stay ma with teg | arise from the extreme exhaustion of |
pots, comfort me with buttered toasts,
and the de-

for 1 am sick of society
mands for dress it
slaves, [ am longing to go out inte the
country very soon armed
#uit, a sun bonnet and a
shoes and not look
Mrs. Grundy, if 1

makes uvpon

unon the fa

ita

with a golf
pair of tennis
of

can help it, until the

shopping in prepacsiion for a tour
among the halls of the gay and proud.”
Languidly uncloging her ey:= and
lifting ner toque crowned he: 4 from
» | the pillows' of a deep chair, Maisie
ad. I am,”

mim necessity, My
ing very naughtily. He assures me he
is 1o0 poor 1o take such an ideal retired

4 nse 3 1 Q0 a
eisted hos <
‘ 12 kel ¢ lco
preparis 1ige a fresh
1 CAVES 1 v e
i . ; e |

. The outing suit photographed here is
one of the most attractive styles de-

ed this season.l' It is of Oxford
mixture, a rather light gray, is
heavily stitched and the coat has the
effect of a Norfolk Jacket. A scar-
Jet necktie and gray felt hat with
white silk scarf completes a very
_neat costume.

: summer at Newport, Bar Harbor and
: en anly- knows what other cen-
o &’.xftéme‘ galety and fashion and

: wastoral lopgings. of- yours

‘d frock for a thirtesn-year-old las-
with heavy cream lace, edged
. 'Ths hat is a leghorn having a
vith white roses and knots of black

she began, “the victim |
father is act- |

farm fo ¥ er as 1 long to live
M it remains for me |

to fily the charity of my
1 xposition. |

the Paris

» why I.den’t do as
ermit’s life for
onths, woo

in

and ) y hack to town. You
K ture in that absurd-
lovely clinging brown eloth skirt and
tin w where did you get

Maisie?”

waist.

inquired the hos-

“@o yvou really like
f the brown suit. With
i left out on the
o, of course,
1ist is Liberty
T with spoiteqd red and white

DA~ |

three days |

ita. The suit and bodice foreed me |
o b ecru hat with the
twe 1 LI - Tarwoman
1s8ur v eight days out of |
Parie, where the toques grow uigger by
the hou: and  are nine-tenths blue.
Rather ni combinaticn this, though
wan £ Y wiween taig
waist and one of white armure silk,
r ricu a= uhe LUN ANy cegull-
1 hed and spotted in black. Af-
1 . know nething gives a more .
ire Teet than those taffetas of div-

ers «

rs with black velvet sp«

on the surface,

Rovived Passion For Undersleeves,

s raised

“The cne 1 wanted had, it is needless
Lo sy, a yoke of white hand embroid-

:

‘ wn gnd undersieeves of the same
and if T don’t have a gocwn with a pair
undersieeves socom [ shall coasider
myself hopelessiy out of the runnine.
Only yesterday Jirs. Van Knicker-
bocker came n beaming- to luncheon
with a parcel in heor hand that proved
to contain an exquisite pair of old lace
undersleeves she had picked up at a
*bric-a-brac shop for a truly absurd
price. True of old English needle point
they were and .at the wrist they Will
be fastened with gathering threads of
the narrowest black velvet ribbon and
tiny flat zold buttons,
“Mrs. K—— was arrayed, by the way,

¢ in a gown worthy des:ription. A pleat- |

'?d skirt of the pales{ beige, and vou!
know, of course, that that is the/|
French modiste’s name for light brown,
wool grenadine. Sap de printemps, or
springtime cloth was, she told me, ils]
technical titie, and that fell in the most
gracious lines upon & petticoat of cerise
taffeta. Her waisi had a clog~ fittine
| lining of cerise 1affeta, and was itself
i'all of ecru-tinted Luxeuil lace,

over the nattern of the lace itself.
collar and girdle of ecru liberty siix
completed the thing, and that with a
hat of ecru mohair wevem in with

! by a big bunch of red, white and black
| velvet cherries, made Mrs. Van Knick-
erbocker the best dressed woman of
my acquaintance.”

New Gloves snd Purses.

“At last I see ghe has learned not to
weéar white gloves, hut to dress her

| with tucked bands of bright
very | girding their bases and folding into |
coarse and heavy, and decorated with | the cunningest of bows at one side.

Pher precious

f
| the ruling tone of color in her cos- !
tume,” commiered the hcetess, “and is
it mot a comfort that she now forbears
to carry that ugly thumb purse with |
the great staring silver ipitials, and|
has taken to the use of the proper
thing, a very long, narrow gray suede |
| portimmoney, with a gold-bound mouth |
| and clasp and just a tiny gold V in one!
i corner?” :

“They do say, my dear, that Van|
Knickerbocker has made a lot of money |
in stocks lately and”’— But a pink flush |
| and guilty smile adorned the faces of |
| the two gentle gossips as a high, clear, l
cheerful voice was heard in the hall-
way, and the portieres parted, not to’
admit at first the owner of the voice,
but the douse of a silk varasnl, white
with a wide wreath of viclets in three!
tones painted about the circle. ‘“What
do you think of that?” demanded Mrs. |
Van, locking archly over the edge of
her new possession.

“Charming,” voted the occupants of
the drawing room. “Where did you!
| get it?" il

“Oh, down the street, There are oth-
ers just as lovely, and many far more
expensive, some all of silk muslin
tucked round and round so that when
the ribg are expanded the tucks siand
directly up. Then there are white siik!
ones, brocaded in big sheoherdess
wreaths, and verfectly exquisite noms-
padourss of lace with painted medal-
lionst set in at intervals and a treat-
ment in small spangles herg and there.
To be quite honest, I never dreamed
of buying, but was looking wistfully !
in the window and hanging onto Van!
Knickerbocker's arm, when the dear
boy said, “Which do you like the bes.?" |
and weént right in and bought my
choice,”

| Parasol Gorgeousness.
“How noble some men are,” sofemnly

snoke Maisie. 1 shall try that very
scheme on my papa. Perhaps he will
bPuy me a porpadour., Wag there any- |
thing e wrth having in that win- |
aow, Mrs, Van?” oy =

"My  dear vere dozens, and, |

mind you, selec
the rough natural coler, having a rib-|
bon of gold or silver wound round it
and tiec in a bow knot near the top,
elsa one in enameled wood with a love- |
ly cluster of enameled fielg flowers set
| onn one side. Porcelain and cry#tal and
solid gold or silver arg all at a dis-
| count now, and if you buy a ‘plain|
silk na or one in a solid
| tone of pastel blue, for exammnle, choos?
a stick carved at the top as the head
i of & wild cow with big, branching
gilded horis and] agate eyes. A bull's|
head with » gold ring in the nose is
another yoptlar pattern, while for thei
pretty gingham sun shades, the top of
the handle carved and painted as a|
Pierrot's head with a ribbon frill|
arcurig. the neck, else as a big green|
cucumber, a cabbage, or a joly red
beet.”
“Gingham
line, Maisie,
mended the
pose to turn

; 2
i striped rascl

parasols are just in vour
my dear,” lazily recom-
“unless vau bpro-
. surself into a nut brown
maid, hatless. with sun-bleached curis
and kirtle ki'ted to your knees.”

Prune Red For the Links. ‘

“Oh, no, not as arcadian as
' answered the girl, leaning eut 1o
the sunny streaet through the lace
ng of the window, “all tha same 1
have a sweat golfing dress of very,
Ver: light weight prune red covert
cloth. The skirt is to be laid in pleats
all around, the coat will have a slightly
spade front, not buttoned over the bust,
but made fast by two buckled straps,
! and its revers are to show four stitched
| brown linen corners turned over on the
! red surface and my shirt waist will be
heavy brown pongee silk, all its boswm
stiffened with the finest tucks stitched
with white and a prune red satin scarf
to knot under my chin.” |
“If you've not bought a hat yet,” ad-
vised Mrs. Van Knickerbocker, “let me |
sav a good word for the flexible red or
brown Belgian straws that my tailor
and a few others have imnorted for this
season. The brimsg spread out a trifle

sless,

quite

. of distinguishing them from glass.

| any others.

i est ball

; tions hag been sent

. curious monster whose fig

she bade her friend good-bye, ‘“‘these
unexpected warm days bring out all
sorts of undesirable conditions,” and
then. she =miled, looking through the
lace curtains at what Maisie had seen,
a red-headed woman in a smart mastic
tailor dress walking ever so slowly un-
der the trees r{ the long avenue beside
& tall, frock-coated man, whose head
was bent forward attentively and
whose back seemed familiar.
MARY DEAN.
eI —

OUTBID THE PRINCE.

CAmerican Woman Paid $4,000 For a

Crystal.

The mode in London at the moment is
to own a crystal ball, at the least every
one must be able to talk intelligently on
the subjects Probably the present passion
of the Price of Wales for collecting his-
toric and fine specimens of crystals has

had much to do with this state of things; |

and has also kindled the dealers and 1m-
porters of them to unearith a number of
formerly obscure treasures. The craze is
spreading rapid!y. In this country Miss
Helen Gould is a student of crystais and
owns a. very beautiful one. It is an un-
usually large one, is free from blemishes
and cost several thousand dollars. Miss
Gould has it set up in the center of a
much darkened room which is lit from
Lthe top, ana where it-can be freed from
the refiection of other things. Its own
representitions can then be sought for
within its depth,

As 1t is well known, these balls have for
centuries enjoyed the reputation of being
prophetic and revealing to their students
secreis of the future., Among ithe ancient
Hebrews there were those who regarded
crystal gazing as a ready means of find-
ing God. The seeker atter truth usually
muttered over the globe a number of
pravers and then delivered it over to a
youth or maiden; noted for purity of living
and the power to divine its revelations.
Sometimes written characters were seen
wiuch were atterwards interpreted by the
sages. Spirits also appéhred to invoke
the good. By many ol the present day,
who nave to do with these balls, it is said
that seeing things in them is through
some astral and unexplained condition.

Apart. however, from any occult inter-
est, there is an immense amount of beau-
ty in the erystal themselves. They are

{ more like rare gems than pieces of bric-a-

brac, and sootmngly cool and agreeable
to the touch. In faet, this is one mocans

The

glass becomes warm when exposed to
| neat while the crystal always remains
cold.

The finest specimens of these balls are
said to be those that come from Japan,
and which are claimed by many to have a
more distinct gleam @f white in them than
in Japan, too, they are pol-
ighed by hand, the art being highly es-
teemed and passing in certain families

{ from father to son through many genera-

tions. Sometimes the work on a erystal
begun by one man will thus only reach a
state of completeness under his grandson,

Many astonishingly fine bils of crystal
have been found in Californiay and made
by machinery into beaatitul spheres. The
work is so skilltully do:-e that it bafiles
the exverts to tell them {rom those
moulded and polished by hand. The larg-
that this country can boast of
having vroducegd measures seven and
three-sixteenths inches in diameter. It is
rot free from clondline waves of imder-
fections, or its valdd would be very great
In passing, it may here be said, that a
large exhibitof these American produc-
to the exposition at
Paris, and will include crystals ranging
in price from 330 up to $.,000. But even
those that touch the topmost figures are
less expensive than some of the Janan-
ese speciments recently shown in London.
wspecialiy 1s this true of those that have
some incident of historie value connected
with. them.. Lately an American woman
, bid the Prince of Wales and paid 34,000
1 rather small erystal, but one that
was quite perfect. It had been one of the
eves in a ceiebrated Chinese dragon, a
igure once tynified
The other eye

ot

o

sin in one of the templs
t o

of the beast was at a similarly
high price by a fan. merchant, he
said, “as a speculation.

i
Wit Half a Century Ago.
(Argonaut.}

Alfred Montgomery was a member of
the English board of internal revenue half
a century At one of the sessions of
this body, held on a baking hot day, he
was shocked to see the chairman’s private

ago.

There is no greater novelty in dress hats this season than the flounced
brim. Shaped ruffles are draped to frame the face, and they prove be-
coming to all who wear them. This charming hat for a young girl is
a combination of muslin, lace and taffeta ribbon, with big sprays of
ox-eyed daisies arranged among the soft folds of the trimming.

| farther in front than behind and tum |
lup or down or twist to any shape vou |

please and the crowns are jam pot form

velvet l
|

the very narrowest black bebe ribbon | They are smart and new and perhaps,” |
gathered and meandering prettily all { genercusly, “yvou would like my tailor's
A | address.” !

“Oh, thanks, awfully,” replied Maigie, '
suddenly quitting the window, “you
weré gaying something about hats, but |

| biack velvet ribbon and distinguished | I am afraid I can't wait to hear the

rest, perhaps.,you wouldn't mind send-
ing me the address,” and before Mrs.
Van Knickerbocker could reply, ‘the

girl was gone. cli!eammessid “‘1'1 ne&er have b§en" bl:tﬁ:lx
s - » | there,” =a e nobleman. ‘“No,
How odd, and she looked quite pale,” | th By oy ZE - B

commented that good lady, reaching for
parasol. * she is

g the SpPring “weather.t == \ -

L Y- L heop al

P AR eean:
hands as-nea.ﬂ&;aﬂs;go%le “%M mj“;ffﬁ " was ﬂ“w m.. e’ ?&i’ ay, he m

secretary come _into the boardroom with
his coat off. Asg the secretary was leav-
ing fhe room, Montgomery called him
back ami said: “*Mr. Blank, if you should
find it cor.venient in this hot weather to
take off your trousers, pray do not let
any feeling of respect for the board stand
in your way.”

One day a canon wrote and asked If he
must pay a license duty on a carriage
which was only used to take his infirm
parishioners to church on Sundays.
e at do you say,,Montgomery?’ said
tha chairman. “Oh,” answered he, “tell
the eanon ithat the board will not insist
on the old people going to church.”

He complained of having been bitten at
a country house to a certain lord who
was not remarkable for his personal

somewhere.””

| nant

Paris, May 1.—"“There are, all told, I
should say, abeut 1,000 American wo-
men living more or less alone and un-
protected in Paris for the purpose of
acquiring the language or studying art
or musiec,” said a successful artist in
the Latin quarter the other day, as she
presided over a prettily spread tea ta-
i ble in her _wn big, luxurious studio,

“Tt sounds both forlorn and Zanger-
| ous, doesn’t it, when I say they are
{ living alone and unprotected, and really
thirty years ago, when I first came to

Yankee Girls at Paris.

How They Are Reforming the Parisian Man—Teaching
Manners to the Insolent Admirers.

forced to give ground. He has discov-

1 ered that if by her dignified bearing
she fails to gain his respect she will
not hesitate to enforce her rights like
the girl from Kansas City, at the point
«of her umbrella.

Tke Girl From Kansas City.

Down in the Latin quarter, where
the masculine art and literature stu-

even the absinthe sippers of the boule-
vards, it was the girl from Kansas
City who practically broke the back of

This Clever Girl Backed the Impertinent Frenchman Off Into the Guttgr_.

plied an isolation from all that is sweef,
safe and wholesome in a woman’s life,
and exposure to all that is hard to en-
dure, but Paris is not any longer the
Paris of my student days.

Latin Quarter Girls.

“The real revolution in this gay city
has been created by American women
chiefly; first and foremost by the girls
of the Latin quarter, who have robbed
that locality by their presence of one-
half its snares and difficulties and ugly
reputation, and then by the hordes of
fair travelers from the states, who are
coming over in relays of thousands this
gummer to thoroughly Americanize the
life on the foreign streets. So predomi-
is the influence of our women
here that if I had a young daughter to
educate in art I'd just as lief she went
to Paris alone to pursue her studies as
to New York, Philadelphia or any of
our home cities. Thirty Vears ago I
would have packed my trunk, come
along with her and never let her out
of my sight, for what we went through
with in those days, when the Ameri-
can girl student was a novelty to Par-
igians, you could now hardly believe
possible.

“A frontier mining town was about
as safe and comfortable a location for
a high-souled, well-bred young woman
as the Latin quarter/then, particularly
if she insisted, as our giris do now, on
having her own studio and living right
in and of this Bohemian life. A couple
of nice damsels voyaging about on their
own hard earned pennies to enjoy a va-
cation abroad saw less of what I mav
call the seamy side, but unless they
were well echaperoned and escorted the
Parisian street customs made theirs a
hard road to travel. .

“When I first came here from Ohio it
took me about three days to discover
that 1 wasn't wanted anywhere; not in
the ateliers, where the male students
pestered and insulted me, often to a
tearful crigis, Dot by the landladies,
who wanted nething to do with so ec-
centric and suspiclous characier as a
young woman alone, and not on the
streets, where only servant women and
market girls in that day went unescort-
ed. I can assure you if it had not been
for a few other American girls here en-
during the same bitter initiation I
would, in sheer fright and loneliness,
have gone back to Ohlo. Well, happily,
that semi-medaeval condition bpassed,
and I smile when I hear American pa-
rents object to Lheir daughters living
in Paris for fear they will adopt Par-
isian notions and habits. I can promise
yvou that the shoe is on the other foot,
and the Amierican girl is the most dom-
inating presence and influence in Paris.

“Just watch them, if you please,
swinging along the #reels in groups
or singly every day, With the exposi-
tion on hand you ¢an’t go a block with-
out looking into a pair of frank, young
eves that speak in their glance of
inGependent Anglo-Saxon womanhood.
Why, in my student days a decently
good-looking, tidily dressed girl could
not walk twenty steps from her own
door without suffering the egregious
impudence or unpleasant flattery, such
as I am sorry to say even the most
gentlamanly Gaul thinks it his privi-
lege to thrust upon the lonely female.
Today, though, the man in the street
has not quite foresworn hig old teas-
ing habits, it is being more ard more

33 inte something cheap.”

forcibly born in on his very perceptive

|
Paris, that sentemce would have im- | all ppposition to the peaceful coming

and going of the feminine artists. She
was a pretty creature of 21, as hard
working a little artist as there was in
the city, and as she hastened home one
historic spring day to her luncheon she
carried in one hand her portfolio and
in the other a cherished umbrella,
rolled to a perfect slimneszss. At the

a number of people sat in front of a
big cafe, she turned calmly, but with
a peculiar sparkle in her eyes, to con-
front her tormentor, who had been fol-
lowing her -for several blocks, insist-
antly repeating his dislike of the hat
she wore. She knew him, for one of
the youthful poets of her neighborhood
and a leader that spring of a students’
crusade against the sailor hats worn by
the American and English girls, and
she determined to make an example

fired balls of bread and paper on the
new hat, and that superfluous annoy-
ance had nerved her to do her best.
“So yvou wish me to take off my hat,
monsieur, do you?' asked Miss Kan-
sas City, in an ominously sweet tene.
“At once, mademoiselle,” command-
ed the lank locked, baggy trousered

him very precious silk hat on his own
unkembpt

“Well, in America,” replied mad-
eémoisalle, gently, ‘“the gentlemen al-
ways remove their own hais when
making any requests of the ladies. Al-
low me!” the tightly rolled tumbrella
deseribed a half-circle in the air and
siruck the top hat a blow that semt it
gpinning into the middle of the boule-
vard, and while the poet, completely
paralyzed with astonishment, watched
its demolition under countiess wheels
and iron-shod feet, the bystanders
broke into wild and generous applause,
and the girl disappeared safely down
a narrow side street. From that day
to this straw sailors have been persona
grata in the studio region, and the
girls have been no longer troubled by
the superfluous attentions of the em-
bryo Byrons, de Mussets and Dau-
dets, who, in costumes absurdly imi-
tative of their respective literary he-
roes, prow! about the region of the
Lexemburg gardens.

Backed Into the Gutter.

“Conatant snubbing will wear out the
courage of the mcet insolent, and again
and again have I heard young French-
men admit that eheer cowardice alone
often prevents their disturbing the se-
renity and security of the fair stranger
within their gates.

“*You never know wkat one of those
American girls will do,” complained a
lively young artiet to me not long ago.
Then he admitted with a laugh that
this very spring he plucked up the
courage to address a tall, pretty crea-
ture in a gray golf dress who Wwas
walking alone down the Rue de Rennes
holding & map open in her hands. He
informed her in his politest language
that he considered her a goddess of
beauty, and as he was going in her di-
rectionn he would bear her company,
When his compliments fell apparently
on totally deaf ears he deliberately
stepped in front of mademoiselle and
thrust his smiling face over the ‘edge
of the still outspread map. But his
gmile died into = frozen gr'n and then
into a sickly grimace, and then he re-
treated in pathetic disorder.

““What did she do to you? I in-
—‘ﬁ"z;a:— L ¥ 4 !?h?

e

corner of a broad avenue, right where |

of him. Ad he walked behind her he |

youth, who wore a very dingy, but to |

dents assumed far more license than ;

"She had large amd rvather mournful
brown eyes, and she stared without a
flicker of an evelash, as if I had been
a curious insect, and all the while she
walked steadily forward, pushing me
with the edge of that beastly map, and
I walked helplessly backward like an
imbecile right into the gutter, and if
anybody ever tells me that there is not
a freezing power in the human eye, it
will be becavse they never met one of
those tall Americanes and tried  to
scrape wacquaintance with her on the
street.’
A Yankee Spinster’s Spirit,

“Of course ypu know that clearing
the way at crowded crossings for the
pedestrians is not one of the duties of
our well dressed policemen. By
seem. to American eyes rather more for
ornament than service, and are on the
alert chiefly for the purpose of arrest-
ing the unfortunates who may be run

iover by tae absolutely undisciplined
and autocratic drivers of cabs and
carts. Having adjusted eome of her

grievances with regard to her claims
on life, liberty and the pursuit of hap-
piness in the streets, and having also
found what move will checkmate the
mercilees cab driver, I see the foreign
women in this town evidently propose
to bring the policeman o a clearer
recognition of hie duties,

*So long as I-h%ve lived in Paris I
have never mustered up the courage to
ask one of the stately officers of the
law to assist me through the wildest
tangle of hoofs and wheels, but the
Yankee spinster who propcses to cross
the Champs Eilysee at its most crowd-
ed hour, and furtheumore to crosg in
security and infinite dignity, forces the
policeman to bend te her will. I saw
just such a lady gain her point yes-
terday. She wore glasses, ghe was fol-
lowed by a Boston bull terrier of aris-
tocratic features and she carried in one
hand the tail of her gown and in the
other her black lace trimmed parasol.
it was perfectly clear that she feared
both for her own life and that of the
fat terrier if sghe tried to cross the
wide boulevard, and she looked pretty
miserable until she sighted an officer.
Marching up to him she said in very
bad@ French: ‘Kindly help me and my
dog to crose this street.’

“The policeman glared at her in
blank amazement, but before he could
object or explain that his duties did
not include that of piloting stout ladies
and their stout pets across the streets,
ghe had lifted the weighty Fido by his
gay harness plumped him into the offi-
cer’'s arms, pushed the two of themy
ahead, and with her parasol furled and
her train high above the dust she swept
£a grandly through that wild current
of dashing equipages, scerching bicy-
cles and rushing motor carriages as if
she had been crossing her own Back
Bay drawing room. When she got to
the oppogite side she gave thanks po-

| litely, but quite matter of factly. which

laft the policeman more flabbergasted
than ever, and he stood bewildered un-
til another American woman, taking
heart of grace from the Boston wom-
an's exammwle, nabbed the officer and
made him steer her across in security
After that he actually seemed to find
the thing amusing, or something in tha
prettily expressed thanks of the wom-
en fired the instincts of gallantry in
his soul, and I hear he is the most
pooular officer on the avenue

“His example will naturally tell on
the others, and it wouldn't surprise
me in the least if to that stout Boston

. heroine will not ultimately be due the

¢redit of having originateid one of the
most important and necessary police
reformations in Paris
Freedora Is Now Theirs.
“It takes time, you see, and has
needed a great deal of patience,” said
the artist, in conclusion, “but the quiet

it

determination of the Anglo-Saxon
woman to have her way has broke:

down all oppositicn, and Americans
who come over for the exposition will
be amazed to see the amount of lib-
erty accorded women here. For ex.
ample, in which one of our own towns
would a counle or trio of smartly
dressed girls dare to git at a table un-
der a sidewalk awning and drink beer
or lemonade, or iced tea, or any cool
decoction their thirsty palates craved?
In Parig during the exposition you will
saa them doing that every day, though
T'll confess the men did struggle hard
to prévent them. Smoking and drink-
ing «t the cafe tables on the trottoir
used to be the exclusive comfort cf
idle men, the gay, bare-headed gris-

|

|

|

ettes and the plainer rking and
tradesmen and their wiv Ladies
never dared sit down there, and French
ladies even now would die rather
stocp to such a humble and public a
seat; but the American, cut off from
her soda water fountain, yearned
mightily after the cheerp cafes and
their glasses of cool liquid=

“So, from all points at ona season,
the girls invaded the inviting little
tables and squelched any opposition. 1
saw and heard cnly last week an ex-

| tremely well dressed, well bred looking

\
|
|
.
i
|

ed. | ers, I'm pretty sure.

Frenchmean lay a wager h his friend
that ha would drive off two particu-
larly charming young women who had
chosen a table and ordered cups of iced
coffee. He went deliberately over to
whers with profound interest they had
spread out a handful of silk samples,
and with the most unspeakable inso-
lenca announced that he would join
them in their little treat. Girl No. 1
looked a little frightened, but No. 2
was equal to the occasion, for, quick as
a wink, into the hat of the officious In-
truder she dropped two pennies, and
with the kindly smile of one who loves
to bestow alms on the needy, she
turned back to her problem of choos-
ing between a pink or a blue sammle.
It was a master stroke, and the girls
had their drinkables in verfect peace,
and if in time the Parisian gentleman
is not one of the most docile and chiv-
alrous representatives of his t

sexX it
won't be because his American friends
have failed to show him how or fail
to accord him in return consideration
and admiration for his courtesy.”
EMILY HOLT.

el -
Ate Shamrock for Watercress.
(Weekly Telegraph.)

On the eve of St. Patrick’'s day a Bir-
mingham woman, thinking the supply of
shamrock might give out, took the pre-
caution to buy a large quantity. She care-
fully placed the plant in a small dish.
with plenty of water in, and let it re-
main on the table in the sitting room.
Somehow it was late before the husband
returned home that night, in fact it was
midnight when the laichkey was heard
at work. Perhaps it was business worry,
but his footsteps sounded somewhat ir-
regular, a trifle unsteady, as it were, but
the wite heard him go into the sitting
room. where he remained some uUm#,
Eventually he silently crawled up to hed.
Next morning, what was the wife's sur-
prise to see nothing but the roots of the
shamrock left in the dish. Hurryving up
to her still sleeping spouse, she aroused
him. and asked him what he had dona
with it
h"Shf.m;‘ock: > he

eavily incuired.

"whyy. that I left in the glass dish
downstairs.” L

“That! Was that shamrock? Why, I
ate it: I thought it was mustard and
cress!” After that, falry tales were use-
less. %

: ———a—————
Just a Principality.

(Detroit Free Press.) :
He—My mind to m‘ak!wom is.
sm—w?m. it isn’t one of great powe

what shamrock?”




